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by Marganel Bell Houslose
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All that she could inn was Iolt
Juanits reflocted. The burden
remained—{aintness pnd fmhoﬁlnl
the black nlght, terror, love and
heartache—tho river would devour
it all. Brown, sluggish waters that
never told their secrets.

Jaunita started, opened her eoyes,
CCabreau, who had often sal beside
her bed ma she lay i), had drawn
closer to her, wai speaking more
softly than befare,

“I know some'p'n  else” and as
Juanita looked st Him, “Meester
Stavard come to de Tilon—many
time. He telepbone, too. One day
when he come I am In de lobby,
wipin' de tiles. He ask where you
are and dey tell him you and de
maruesn have go away. He say
‘Where? Dey tell him dey not
know, but mobby you will coome
beck in lt' while. Dey say dey will
tell you he call-when you come.

| signaled to Juanita,
“Molly.

made a dismissing gesture, shook
his head

Jusnita’ went into the pl.tlnrl
Not many were . The crowd
was nol the game. SBhe and Gab-
reau were lke ghosts revisiting a

scene. AL ten o'clock Con-
chits appesred in the parlor door,

. Bhe ask for you sgaln”
Conchita was sobbing as they went
through the courl. “Many time she
have nsk fer you. Divitt say no.
Bul now—anything she say."

Divitt stood by the window, his
back to the bed, Molly lny white
and small on the great plilow. Her
eyes were closed. Conchits went to
her side.

“Juanita have come, bebby. .
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Conchite’s coaressing words . .
A faint movement of Molly's ﬂrr-
lids,

.N.lniu drew nearer the bed ns
made room

He say, ‘Let me know | dat
she s here! He turn ‘round. and
look at mo and say in low voles,
‘Do you kvnow where she 157 Now
why he aak me dat?”

“T don't know, Qibréay. Perhaps
you looked as if you knew™

Gabreau looked hurt. “I  nevalr
look like dot way*

“What did you say?' she maked.

“I ghek my head, and he go away.
I am fool, yes, but all day I am
sorty I shek my head"

“Ciabrenu!"  Jaunita hall rose.
*You wouldn't tell him where I
am*

“No. De marquesn here too, T
nat even tell dat. But I am sorry I
shrk my hend. He look a0 worry
#ng he come so mooch, . , He love
you, Juanitn? Yes? , .., " And as
Juanils turned her face away lo
hide the tears, “T know he love yoolr
An' you love him. You cry his
name whon de fover burn you. You
say too you will go police stution
and glve yo' seff up. You say
mooch things, Juanita—but most
you ery his name. An' so I know
you love him. Dat is mebby why 1
nm sorry T ehok my head, T wish
mebbe he would find vou, and tek
you ‘way."

"He must never find me here*

"Why? Ee¢f you ure here he can-
not find you somewheres olse.

"He would not understand, Unb
reann. I know what he believes of
womien In places like this. T know
what he would believe of mo*™

Ciabreau nodded, “I know, Like
Fill. But me, I know when 1 aee
you, T not know spoch womens like
yout wns In the worl'. I have only
know like Fift, But I know you
when I sea you*

*Dear Gabreau!” ahe sald, and
Iald her hand on his. “But there
nre other reasons, too. I rrlu.lt
never see him ngain, and sinee X
have gone out of his Ule, T'd ruther
o withoul his knowling—this™

It had grown dark In the room.
Gabreau, with her hand on his, did
not stir, His eyes were clossd, yet
et seemed all around him, &
#trange and holy flame  enfolding
Nim, Her hand left his, yet still he
seemed to feel it there. Always he
would feel It there, , |

He wondered if ahe sl wept
Bhe wept so sllently, not like Con-
chitn's weeping, Presently her volee
came,

“I'm golng down lon!uhl
remi. Tl hove to dress.”

“You—go down?”

“Yed, Molly's note. Tm  better
now, And I want to see Molly ™

When he had gone Jusnita rose,
getting alowly tnto the black ecos-
tumi with its spangled vell, Slowly
abe went down the stalr, wondering
what Molly had to tell her, The
parlor doors were just opening.
There was time to go ih and see
Molly now. Conchlta came out as
Joanita knocked on Molly's door.
Juanits saw Divite sitting  In the
dim room bedlde Molly's bed. He
looked up and.  seeing  Jusnits.

Ciab-

!or her nt Molly's side.

Juanita bent over the Im! “Mol-
Iv.,"” she whispered,

Molly's blue eyes opened slowly.
Something lke a amile vanished
from her face. 8he tried to Iift her
head, Her lips moved,

Molly lifted o hand, polnted, Con-
chits und Jaunita looked guestion~
ingly around the room.

Jannita leaned closer. “What is
it, Molly?"

Buch trouble in the great hlue
eyes. Molly polnted to the old bu-
reaw. Junnita glanced about Com-
chita touched n drawer. Molly shook
her head. Conchila touched the
second drawer, ‘The third, Mol-
Iy smiled,

Conchita opened the third drawer,
A white silk shawl, embroldered in
whiter roses. Conchita took Lhe
shawl out, held It up that Molly
might see,
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But Molly did not see.
- . -

Rain falling In the court, Raln
all day, all night. Breaking clouds,
A filter ol sunlight. More raln

Bomehow the parlors went ong
Btill Juuriita, velled snd silent,
moved about In the changed crowd.
The little note from Maolly—Molly's
last message to her—hnd begged
that she relurn. Molly had wanted
to say more bub all she had had
Ume to convey wns her wish about
the shawl Conclilta knew already
what Molly wanted with the shawl,
having heard her say.  Bub appar-
ently Molly desired that  Junnita
should know too.  Together  they
hnd folded It mbout her ns she lay
asteep, Molly looking all seraph at
the lust.

Juanita knew now that she would
stny until the end, since Molly had
wikhed It Bul the end wos not far.
There wis n new chief of police
Plnoes llke Diviit's were belng
closed dally under his regime, This
would not happen {o Divitt's unless
it happened soon.

The parlors would die of them-
selves, now that Molly was gone.
Divitt's heart was not in them. He
had come In but once In the five
days alnce Molly died. 1 they re-
vived It would be i the form of

AL aym's

! ONE MOMENT, PLEASE

THERE'S NO MARM IN THAT -
TRUE  ¥M ENGAGED —

BUY THAT DOESN'Y MEAN THAT
A CONFINED IN A PRISON CELL ~
I STILL HAVE MY RIGHNTY AL A
CITIZEN = AND MY FREEDDM=
MHERE ARE NO MANDCUFRFY

ON ME T = NO BALL AND
CHAIN= AND MY ONLY WAY
OF GETTING Yom BACK -

MY NOT ?
VL LET MIM SEE
US TOGETHER=-

WHAT A JOB “THAY wAs -
Y0 GET THAT PHONE BILL
PAID = “THE PHONE HAS
BEEM DIS CONNECTED ALL
MORNING = How DO 1| KNOW
IF YOM CALLED LP=-

BUT I‘I..l. NOT CALL HIM=

1S THIS THE

THERE 15 ONLY ONE
WAT TO HANDLE A

GENTLEMAN LIKE YHAY-
AND THAT IE -

THIS 18 HENRIETTA
ZANDBER TALKING =
COuLD | PLEASE
SPEAK TO BENJAW
GumP 7

CALL Bim GUMP-

ST

GUMP RESIDENRE 7

Divitt's Dive. Divitt
need her—Juanita—ihen.
He hiad said mothlug about her
golng again with the marguesa.
Now thkt he knew alie was aware
of the role in which he hiad cust her,
he had sald no more. Relense would
come o her In some way belore
long. Divitt, If ahe knew him well,
would pay ber for her services In
the pariors. 8he would go far away,
even as Kirk thought already that
she had gone.
Rain falling all day, all night A
filter of atar lght. More rain.
marguesa sat In  her room,
listening to ita drone on the bal-
cony, lis drip from the eaves. Di-
vitt would nol et her go down Into
the parlors. Divitt would not let
her go out Into the town, 8he and

{Confinved on Page 13
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